INTRODUCTION
psychologically. Now he sat facing me across a
table. The condottiere Caesar Borgia, whom I
had once portrayed in a Roman palace, the hero
of the Romagna, seemed to have been resurrected,
though he wore a dark lounge suit and a black
necktie, and the telephone gleamed between us,
In this same hall men of his sort had triumphed
and had fallen; now I faced their successor,
Italian through and through, wholly a man of
the Renaissance, To begin with I was confounded
by the feeling of so strange a resemblance.
.Yet my man of action assumed the most
passive role conceivable. He who for ten years
had always been in command had at length
consented to answer another's questions. I had
merely submitted to him an outline sketch of the
topics I wanted to discuss. His entire self-
confidence was manifested in the patience with
which he listened to and answered the most
difficult questions, and in the lack of any attempt
to guide the conversation towards ends chosen
by himself. Not once, moreover, did he stipulate
that a reply must be regarded as confidential, so
that the deletions he thought it expedient to
make in my record of our talks were trifling.
For all his outward equanimity, he was per-
petually on the alert. It must be remembered
that I knew what I was going to ask him,
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